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Whig and Tory, 


Or the Scribling 


— 


I, 


Ov've feen how two domeſtick Curs will grin, 
_ Vet tearing with each other to ingage, 
Will throw loud Cha/enges about in din 


DUELLISTS. 
And ſtifle the revengetul heat of rage. 


Their briſtly T#rx-pikes they'l advance with ſpeed, 
And claſh their /vory weapons till they grate, 
Yet {till betore the On-ſet, they recede 

'  Aandall this while diſturbance do-create. 


=  ( OTE WS ER -/ 
Thus a& the two Diſturbers of the Reign, yy 
The whining Whig, and Tory of the Town, 
Each dread the Bugbear jealoufres, they teign | 
And skirmiſh with the Windmi! of their crown. 


4- | 
Repulzlick Whig, whoſe true Proteſting Arm 
With -ſo much art a Thunderbolt can fling, 


As unto Majeſty can ne're do harm, | 
Yet will diſlolve a Charles, and fave a King. 


5. 
Equipt with Innocence this Zeroe tries 
Covragiouſly to carry on the Fray, 
Whilit an Immortal valour ſleeping lies 
Under the peacetul Wings of Tea,, and. Nay. 
| 6. = I. 
| I” 
His right hand grafps the Sword of Reformation, 
His-left a large Geneva Bible ſways, 
Whoſe awful Boſſes threaten Deſolation, 
And Date to the Gigantick 7ory's days. 
A 


Hear 


(2) 


-- 
Hear his Device, *tis firſt truumphing Dearh, 
A Prieſt of his Formalities difrob'd, 
A panting Prelate gaping for new Breath, 
A broken Crucifix, and ſhatter'd Globe. 


8. 


Arm'd thus, he boldly marcheth out, and ſees 
His Bravery applauded by the Croud, 
Whilſt Zerald-like Courants, and Mercuries, 
Proclaim revengetul Challenges aloud. 


Q. 

Alarm'd at this'the ſprightly Zory flies 
With Martial expedition to the Fight, 
Hurling hot Flakes of 'Paſſion from hus eyes, 
As juſt reſentment of his injur'd right. 


I'O, 


Splendid as is the Morn he doth advance, 
Each Play commits a Flouriſh to his care, 
Whilſt ſcraps of Hiſtory tagg'd with Romance, 
Like Pantaloons doth dangle here and there. 


II, 


And now the noyſie skirmiſh doth begin 
Each at a diſtance dare maintain the Fight, 

And arm'd with their offen/rve Scribles, grin 

Yet have no true /ambick teeth to bite. 


I2, 


'The Zealous Whig ſwell'd with a glouting Poſe 
Through open Flood-gate his inteCtion ſpues, 

Then Plaxtan-like, the Kirk, and Coffee-Fouſe 
His failing poy/on carefully renews. 


I 3. 
But 7ory's ſpacious and reſenting Soul 

With Gallantry returns the Charge as faſt, 
Belching ſucceſſive Yol/zes from a Scrow! 


Filld with the tull-mouth'd lumber of Bombaſt. 


I4. 

Thus, whilſt devoted to their Cauſe, each ſtrive 
Th' imaginary Confli&t to maintain, 

Naught but a ſhameful 7rophy doth ſurvive 
Both Sence, and Law, LE Hiſtory are ſlain. 

I5. 


Then let the Whig from future FaQtion ceaſe, 
And entertain his jealouſies no more, 

And leſt the 7ory ere ſhou'd break the Peace 
Let him Write better henceforth, or give o're, 


——_— OG 
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